the point with stroking or strategy so audacious as to
obscure the faultiness of Ms tactics*

Just as Horace made the final point Harry Mitchell
appealed, in tight iannels and & white silk shirt
new ornate sport shoes that cost twenty dollars. With
a new racket in a patent case and press, he
with his squat legs and his bald bullet head and his
undershot jaw of rotting teeth beside the studied pic-
ture of his wife. Presently, when lie had been           to
drink a cup of tea5 he would gather up all the men
present and lead them through the house to his bath-
room and give them whisky, pouring a glass and bring-
ing it down to Rachel in the kitchen on the way back.
He would give you the shirt off of his back. He was a
cotton speculator and a good one; he was ugly as sin
and kind-hearted and dogmatic and talkative,, and he
called Belle alittle mother" until she broke him of it.

Horace and his partner left the court together and
approached the group.

Mrs. Marders sat now with her slack chins in a raised
teacup.

The girl turned to him with polite finality* "Thanks
for playing with me,*' she said. "I'll be better some day$
I hope. We beat *em," she said generally*

"You and the little lady gave 5em the worksf hey3
big boy?" Harry Mitchell said,, showing his discolored
teeth. His heavy prognathous jaw narrowed delicately
down, then nipped abruptly off into bewildered pug-
nacity*

"Mr. Benbow did/9 the girl corrected in her clear
voice. She took the chair next Belle. "1 kept on letting
*em get my alley.*'

"Horace,55 Belle said,, "your tea is getting cold.*5
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